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CONFENTS 


read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


e Casey A Wemiss Zymony Guyot in ways that cannot be 
expressed. His beautiful words, however, remain with us. 
e A Bite into an Astronaut Art Blue reminisces about 


ten years of writing for rez, and then dives into Apple Intelligence. 
Everything is a surprise with the incomparable Herr Blue. 


e Good Enough Cat Boccaccio’s writing endures in her 

absence, this tale about the rueful consequences of mixed messages. 
e Maurice Ravel Dee Wells takes the classical music helm 

this month and features the ever-popular composer, Maurice Ravel. 


* A Birthday Morning rakshowes remembers the currents 
of time and the way they affect our happiness from year to year. 
e My Grandma Dearstluv Writer conveys her memories 


of that strange, wisened character she gew up calling Grandma. 


e The Astronaut Art Blue has achieved escape velocity and 
has left the bonds of gravity to give us further insight into Al. 

e Discretion No poet has ever had more discretion than 
RoseDrop Rust. The sniff of scandal is his stock and trade. 


About the Cover: something 
about a digital brain called “Made in Heaven” 
creating Nasca lines from “The Astronaut” 
as a tribute to Freddie Mercury. | really think 
you need to dive into Art Blue’s “The 


Astronaut” to really fully grasp the significance. 


“Find something you love 
and let it kill you.” 


Charles Bukowski 


Casey A 

The world's been round here today 

They want you to come out to play 

Don't worry it'll be alright 

You'll be fine 

It's pleasant most of the time 

And no one there seems to mind 

If every now and then you're gonna be uptight 


Just be free 

And color everything that you see 

And fill in all those answers with some questions of your own 
And you're never alone 

Be surprised 

And let the planet open your eyes 

And then it finally dawns on you, the strangest things are wise 


Casey A 

There's always more than one way 

To figure out what to say 

Don't let some empty paper keep your world inside 
Just be you 

Sometimes it's tricky to do 

But when you're worries are though 

Your daydreams are a pretty wicked place to hide 


Try to know 

It's more than just a television show 

Keep folding all the corners till your paper planes will fly 
Never run away from why 

And believe 

But question everything that you see 

And then it finally dawns on you, the finest things are free 


Casey A 

The world came back here today 

There's always something to pla 

And never any color in this black and white 
You'll be fine 

A crayon or two and your mind 

Your dreams will fill in the time 

Don't worry ‘bout the weather, it'll be alright 
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have written many stories for 

rez Magazine. By looking back 

my impression is, that only a 

few have been light and 
harmless and a joy to read. Most of 
them have been a challenge to follow. 
To decode the given codes, to click on 
links and to decipher my cryptic ways 
to talk is not everybody’s cake. 


Regular readers of rez Magazine know 
that my writing circulates about art and 
technology and points to the future of 
humankind in a more and more digital 
and software-driven world. 


I left my tenth anniversary as a writer 
for rez Magazine this year behind and 
you might think that I must have made 
some progress. I am told that this is 
indeed so. From a personal point of 
view, I can’t agree. I still struggle in 
bringing my thoughts into English so 
you may be able to follow me. 
Technology accelerates and the need to 
differentiate increases in length. The 
more I learn, the more I see my lack of 
knowledge. A lot of people say that 
this is quite normal. When you dig into 
some specialization, you know that this 
comes at a cost. But something has 
changed within the last two years. 


After the dawn of AI systems, it is the 
speed of usable products that becomes 
alerting. Right now, OpenAI (you 
surely know that Microsoft is the main 
shareholder behind it) has announced 


ChatGPT 40. Lots of influencers and 
testers are in awe of this "40 AI". "Less 
hallucination, longer text files, images 
embedded" are some of the topics. I 
gave it a go and spoke with 4o. I don’t 
see the grounds to fall in awe with 40, 
but I hope. 


The story, The Astronaut, coming right 
now from the top of Machu Picchu to 
you, is not bad at all. The same prompt 
I gave to my own configuration, the 
Signore AI, so you get "The 
Astronaut" in two ways. 


The Bite in an Apple 


Apple is integrating AI, calling it 
Apple Intelligence, in their operating 
system for their flagships iPhone 15 
Pro and 15 Pro Max. It is no longer an 
add-on. By doing so they keep a low 
profile. In other words, they don’t 
make a fuss out of it when you ask 
Siri: "When do I need to pick up my 
mother from the airport today?" 
Checking your email and SMS 
messages, checking the flight plan, the 
arriving gate, the actual car traffic 
situation and if your car needs a refill 
-- you just get by Apple what you are 
asking for. You can also use ChatGPT 
on these iPhones and Apple does not 
even have to pay a license fee to 
OpenAI. You see the force majeure of 
Apple Intelligence. You may also 
remember how Apple changed the 
music industry by introducing iTunes 


in 2001. And surely you no longer 
wonder that you can listen to music on 
your mobile -- or do you still use your 
Walkman? Lucky you, if you do! Then 
I have to call you a Retro-Avantgardist 
-- but only if you don’t have music 
files as a backup on your cell-phone 
(LOL). 


AI in Languages 
The impacts of AI are dramatic for our 


western, technology-driven world. I 
will focus on education and writing. 


the ear plugs) in their mother tongue." 
My Way 


Recently, I started to work this way: I 
copy my English lines to an AI 
translator. The machine gives me a 
state-of-the-art translation into 
German. I read over the German text, 
seeing the glitches or the missing depth 
in my Baby-English. Then I retranslate 
the text (from German to English) by 
using the same machine. Then I use a 
different machine as a proof of quality. 


Why shall you learn things when the 
machine (let me use this word as an 
umbrella term) is doing it better? 


Why shall you learn things when the 
machine (let me use this word as an 
umbrella term) is doing it better? Let 
me stick to languages. You don’t need 
to learn foreign languages and use 
correct grammar in your writing. Such 
time-consuming tasks are a luxury. Say 
to the machine: "Edit it, make it better. 
Use this ... or that ... style." 


In the future, you might say, "Translate 
my words instantly to ... (language) so 
my interview partner hears them (via 


Finally, I have the feeling that you 
might understand me, meaning my 
brain structure meets your brain. As a 
last resort, I have the editor of rez 
Magazine, Jami Mills. Her advanced 
brain gives me, from time to time, 
headaches. It is like in chess. The fight 
is in a way wanted. It is a rare situation 
when I think that her corrections are 
not good, when my German brain does 
not agree. You might know that effect 
comes with experience. "A fight for 
nothing at all, you might say" -- or is it 


-- "You might say, a fight for nothing 
at all." I think the first line has a deeper 
impact. Jami might say, that is not 
good English. I say, "It is Art, it has to 
be different. Sort of Yoda." Then she 
laughs. It’s her magazine and I say: 
"Do as you want," knowing I should 
say, "Do as you like, it’s your mag." 
Then she says: "It’s your article, Art." 
You see that is the level when you 
leave the machine behind. 


The Apple Way 


This is the impression that Apple CEO 
Tim Cook made at the World Apple 
Developers Conference on June 10, 
2024, again turning Apple into the 
shooting star of Wall Street: 


"The usual customer will benefit 
without even knowing that Apple 
Intelligence is doing the job." 


In other words, he said that Apple will 
not make it complicate to benefit from 
Al. 


That's what Tim Cook is telling the 
world, like Steve Jobs once did when 
launching iPhone. We don’t change the 
world, but we change how you act in it 
-- the easy way. 


Time has come to let the Astronaut 
land on Earth. 


Freddie Mercury by ChatGPT 40 


For more, watch this video link: 


https://youtu.be/cATQtqX3lvs 


Good Enough 


Cat Boccaccio 


“An engagement ring is_ hidden 
somewhere in the apartment,” said 
Bob. “See if you can find it before 
everyone atrives.” 


Envy put her purse on the counter. 
“What?” she said. 


Bob was hanging their jackets in the 
closet near the front door. He turned 
and smiled at her. “Surprised?” 


“We never talked about this, not even 
remotely,” said Envy. 


“No, and it’s time we did. Don’t you 
want to marry me?” 


“T never thought about it for a 
moment,” said Envy. 


“So now you are thinking about it.” 


“You can do better, you said so on 
our first date.” 


Bob joined her at the black granite 
topped kitchen island. “I did say that. 
It was awhile ago and I’m sorry I 
upset you, I already apologized.” 


“But you don’t deny it!” 
“You are unlike anyone I’ve ever 
met. I love you. Please marry me and 


be my wife.” 


At least he’d learned, since they 


started dating, to not always offer his 
Radical Honesty unsolicited. That 
was something, surely. He was, 
except for his inflexible, 
uncomfortable bluntness, an 
impressive package. Handsome, fit, 
smart, well-read, funny, strange— 
Envy liked interesting people. But 
how did this happen? 


“What makes you think I want to 
matry you?” she asked. 


“We have fun, the sex is unique, 
you’ve indicated you care deeply and 
I’ve just told you how I feel,” said 
Bob. “You like marriage. You love 
loving and being loved.” He got two 
bowls from a cupboard, and bags of 
chips and nuts from the kitchen 
pantry. “I think I have some smoked 
salmon, somewhere...” 


‘ ‘My ex——‘ ‘ 


“_lied and cheated and tried to kill 
you, blah blah, I know,” said Bob. 


“Blah blah?” 
“You had good times, sometimes.” 


Envy considered getting her coat and 
simply leaving, never mind the 
impromptu after-dinner party she and 
Bob had initiated. She watched him 
overfill the snack bowls. Chex Mix 
littered the counter and spilled onto 


the floor. 


“Envy, you don’t think you are pretty 
enough, smart enough, strong 
enough, or brave enough to be happy 
and loved. I think you are.” 


She had always, always harboured a 
suspicion that Bob didn’t really, all 
the time, tell the honest truth, that he 
was sometimes the opportunist, that 
he was not averse to a sweet lie that 
might forward his agenda, though his 
agenda was never revealed. She felt 
her distrust wash over over her in a 
wave. 


“Pumpernickel or melba toast to go 
with the salmon?” Bob asked. 


“My parents don’t like you,” said 
Envy. 


“T’m not all that thrilled with them.” 


Envy was shaken; she went to the 
fridge and pulled out the ubiquitous 
chilled white wine; then to the 
cupboard above the dishwasher 
where he kept his stemmed glasses. 
In one of the glasses, something 
caught the light. 


“T knew it wouldn’t take you long to 
find it,” said Bob. 


It was a wide band of gold with three 
inlaid rubies. 


“[’m against diamond mining,” he 
said. 


“I know,” said Envy. It slipped 
comfortably onto her ring finger. “If 
someone else had found it, would 
you have been engaged to them?” 


“I guess so,” said Bob. “Unless it 
was that lame-brained brother of 
yours.” 


The phone buzzed, and Bob picked 
up and listened. “Speak of the devil,” 
he said to Envy as he pressed the 
button under the receiver. “They’re 
here, and so are Stuart and Greg.” 


“T don’t know if you truly love me,” 
said Envy. 


“Forget about me,” said Bob. “How 
do you feel?” 


Envy rinsed the glass that held the 
ring, then filled it with wine. She ate 
a salted Cheerio and took a long sip. 
Someone pounded on the apartment 
door; Cash, probably. He really could 
be lame-brained sometimes. Bob 
ignored the noise and waited. 


“T don’t know,” said Envy. “But I’m 
keeping the ring.” 


Bob laughed, and opened the door. 
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Dee Wells 


Welcome to Maurice’ Ravel, 
selected works! A look at his life, 
through his music. 


Gaspard de la nuit, M. 55 - I. Ondine 


Gaspard de la nuit: Trois poémes pour 
piano d'aprés Aloysius Bertrand 


Gaspard de la nuit (in a full 
interpretation, Treasurer of the Night. 
Gaspard, a form of Casper, from 
Chaldean "Gizbar", denoting "the man 
in charge of the royal treasures"), full 
title: Gaspard de la Nuit — Fantaisies a 
la maniére de Rembrandt et de Callot, 
is a collection of French poet Aloysius 
Bertrand's prose poetry, mainly 
concerning Medieval Europe with a 
romanticist flourish, first published in 
1842 after his death from tuberculosis. 
The work begins with a story about a 
discussion concerning the search for 
the meaning of art. 


Another in our series of solo piano 
pieces known to be very diffcult to 
play, with the hands crossing over, 
very detailed dynamics, and _ the 
beautiful Post Romantic/Impressionist- 
ish (another composer who did not 
consider himself an Impressionist) 
melodicism (and indeed, heard on its 
own, apart from the rest of the suite, it 
appears to arise from and disappear 
into nowhere), all being central the 
well-played interpretation. This, the 
first, and Scarbo, the third movement 
of Gaspard de la nuit, are sonata-based, 
roughly. The melodies are very lyrical, 
the whole piece feeling light, but with 
depth and delicate timbre. A beautiful 


light dance through the modes, across 
the octaves, for our hearts and minds. 


Jeux d'eau, M. 30 


Water games, in a direct translation, or 
as probably intended, playing water, is 
the perfect title for such cascading, 
flowing melodies as we hear and feel 
with this charming piece of escapism. 
This was a bit earlier, composed by the 
26 year old Maurice, before he had 
made a real name for himself in French 
musical life. He had even been 
dismissed (twice) from the Paris 
Conservatoire, and was permitted to 
study under his old teacher Gabriel 
Fauré, for whom the piece was thusly 
dedicated (as was the Pavane): "4 mon 
cher maitre Gabriel Fauré". The piece 
was also inscribed "Dieu fluvial riant 
de l'eau qui le chatouille" ("river god 
laughing at the water that tickles him") 
by Maurice's friend Henri de Régnier, 
who had written the poem from which 
the line was taken, "Féte d'eaux", 
hinting at some of the inspiration for 
the piece. 


It was first performed for Les Apaches, 
the avant-garde art group of which he 
was a member, while it was jointly 
publicly premiered with Pavane pour 
une infante défunte on 5 April 1902, 
with Spaniard (and fellow Les Apaches 
member) Ricardo Vifes at _ the 
keyboard. 


Speaking of the pavane, coming up 
next, the difficult choice is whether to 
play some of the wonderful 
interpretations of his later orchestral 
version, or a sensitive interpretation of 
the piano version, as it was originally 
written. 


Pavane pour une infante défunte, 
M.19 


As with many of the wonderfully 
melodic, harmonically rich, modally- 
exploratory music we tag. as 
Impressionist, pace in the 
interpretation is crucial. In addition to 
its heartbeat, this music breathes. That 
heartbeat, those breaths, are what 
brings it to life in our hearts, and the 
pace keeps it very human, very 
personal. Considering the choice 
between solo piano and orchestral 
versions of the work can be informed 
by a reflection on the composer's 
words to musicologist Charles 
Oulmont after a performance, where he 
stated that the piece was titled, 
"Pavane for a dead princess", not "dead 
pavane for a princess." This, in spite of 
his reputation for playing the piece 
more slowly than modern 
interpretations. 


The horns which play the haunting 
melody subject in the orchestral 
version are iconic, surely; but I do 
prefer the intimacy of the piano, in 
connecting to the sensitivity of the 


piece. He remarked once that the title 
"has nothing to do _ with the 
composition. I simply liked the sound 
of those words and I put them there, 
c'est tout". At another point, he 
remarked that it was meant to evoke "a 
pavane that a little princess might, in 
former times, have danced at the 
Spanish court" like an Infanta in a 
painting by Diego Velazquez, in yet 
another confirmation of the connection 
to Spain, the Basque, that permeated 
his creative life (we'll return to that 
notion, the Basque and Spain, in a bit). 


The choice, then, leads to the original 
interpretation of the work, at the piano. 
This was written during his study 
under Fauré. 


Performed by Bertrand Chamayou, for 
Warner Classics. 


Miroirs, M.43, No.3: Une Barque sur 
l'Océan 


The suite of five piano pieces entitled 
Miroirs, in his words, "marked a rather 
considerable change in my harmonic 
evolution.” Miroirs is very loose and 
free, and can be as unsettling as it is 
unsettled in it's impatience, exploring 
sounds and dynamics, yet with his gift 
for beautiful melody, so engaging. 


A note about Ravel's struggles to win 
the Prix de Rome, the French 
Government's scholarship program for 


promising young music stars, from the 
Los Angeles Philharmonic website 
explains that "He had finished second in 
the 1901 competition and made it past 
the preliminary screening in 1902 and 
1903, but in 1905 he failed to qualify. 
The uproar in the press and among 
leading figures in French arts and letters 
— Romain Rolland, who didn’t even like 
Ravel’s music, wrote to the director of 
the Academy of Fine Arts on the 
composer’s behalf -— turned the 
composer into a cause célébre." 


The story goes that the five finalists 
who did advance were students of one 
professor, a judge in the competition. 
After the uproar, Théodore Dubois was 
forced to resign as director oif the 
Conservatoire, replaced by none other 
than Gabriel Fauré. Eventually, Ravel 
was able to focus on finishing Miroirs, 
as an ode to Les Apaches. 


The composer dedicated this 
movement, “Une barque sur l’océan” 
(A Ship on the Ocean) to painter Paul 
Sordes, at whose home the group 
usually met. 


Miroirs, M.43, No. 4: Alborada del 
Gracioso 


The fourth movement from Miroirs, 
Alborado del Gracioso (Morning Song 
of the Jester), has more structure, or 
certainly more concentrated progress 
through its subjects. I once described it 
to a rock musician friend as Heavy 


Metal for Orchestra. It has a few 
sections that, for someone known for 
almost pastoral Impressionistic lyrical 
melodies, make it stand out as starkly 
dramatic, and even quite dark in 
moments. There is a great deal of 
tension, though it is deliciously 
resolved, for us, distinctly on two 
occasions. 


Yes, a lot of this is merely my 
impressions of the piece, but I've felt 
the same about it since it led me to fall 
in love with Ravel's melodic journeys, 
many years ago. It still affects me the 
same way. 


The variety of instrument focus keeps 
the trend of unsettled impatience going 
from the previous movement, with the 
pizzicato strings and harps lending the 
Spanish flavor, a hint of Spanish guitar 
feel. 


There is a seguidilla, a Spanish dance 
usually for guitar, and a long bassoon 
solo, marked “expressive like a 
recitative,” to lead into the jester's 
serenade, with expressive 
percussion.It's always moving around, 
with the seguidilla sneaking back in a 
few times, and taking over at the 
wonderful, expressive, classic ending. I 
really just find it a wonderful romp. 


And now, of course, the one we've all 
been waiting for. 


Bolero, M. 81 


The story of Bolero begins with mild 
frustration for Ravel. He had promised 
to write a Spanish-flavored ballet score 
for Ida Rubinstein, a Russian dancer 
and actress, and friend of his. The idea 
had been to create an _ orchestral 
transcription of Iberia, the Albeniz 
piano suite. Maurice discovered that the 
rights had been granted to Spanish 
conductor Enrique Arbés, though Arbés 
graciously agreed to give up these 
rights. 


Ravel decided to start from scratch. His 
"T'm not an Impressionist" 
Impressionism took over, and he chose 
to explore an idea he had wanted to 
flesh out, the use of a single theme, a 
single subject, to build outward 
harmonically and rhythmically. 


When on holiday in Saint-Jean-de-Luz, 
the melody we now know occurred to 
him, as he was about to go for a swim. 
He called a friend over and auditioned 
the melody, reportedly playing it with 
one finger, on the piano. 


“Don’t you think that has an insistent 
quality? I’m going to try to repeat it a 
number of times without any 
development, gradually increasing the 
orchestra as best I can.” 


The work was completed in 5 months, 
to be ready for Rubinstein to 
choreograph. The snare drum continues 


it's patter, patter throughout the piece, 
the melody always lingering, 
continuing, seemingly indefinitely. 


The piece was premiered at the Paris 
Opera on November 20, 1928. There 
was raucous cheering, and a woman 
was reported to have shouted “Au fou, 
au fou!” (“The madman! The 
madman!”’). 


When informed of this, Ravel is said to 
have replied, “That lady... she 
understood.” 


When interviewed, he said, “I am 
particularly desirous there should be no 
misunderstanding about this work. It 
constitutes an experiment in a very 
special and limited direction and should 
not be suspected of aiming at achieving 
other or more than it actually does.” 


Faint praise indeed from the creator, for 
a work which has come to be the 
thought which occurs in the mind of 
anyone, nowadays, who hears his name. 


And, as it builds to an impossible-to-top 
crescendo, all the tension in the world is 
finally released in a burst of fireworks! 
Sheer brilliance. 


Thank you for exploring Maurice Ravel 
with us! 
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And in the morning when I woke 

In birthday memories gently soak 

You saw the oceans and swam the seas, 
You saw the seasons in the trees. 


You feel the cold, and yet still hot, 
You saw the babies in the cot, 
And now so big and in the know, 
Did I shrink or did they grow? 


Smiling; thinks I am so well, 
All those years that never tell, 
Holes in which I never fell, 
Secrets I would never sell, 


And happy now I feel so very warm, 
Still, romantic thoughts are daily born. 
Another year is closed and done, 

The young new year is set to run. 


Written and wholly owned by Raks. 
Copyright June 2021 
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Dearstluv Writer 


As a young child, excitedly, I'd seek her, 
With great anticipation awaiting a hug 
The candy or teaspoon of honey, she'd offer. 


That smile, of hers, always sincerely given. 


Yes, she was constantly, so incredibly special 
Gentle welcoming love surrounded her space 
Soft words, gentle touches, given often to me. 


Invites of sharing delicious treats and fun-time actions. 


An outdoor patio table being a chosen designation. 
Learning there, with cards, the rules of Solitaire 


Sometimes a board game or put-together-puzzle. 


I gained patience and behavior to become a lady....like she was. 


Musically talented she played an electric piano-organ. 
Together we learned and sang, joyously, amazing tunes. 
Outdoors we'd walk picking wild raspberries from bushes. 


or cuddle on a swing enjoying the warmth of the sun. 


Soft spoken words always shared with affection. 
That was my grandma... 
I so miss your attentions, your love, and laughter. 


If only, everyone was like you. 


The Astronaut 


Art Blue (with 
signore.Al and 
ChatGPT 4o) 


A 
Z 
\ 


Art Blue: Write me a short story where 
a digital brain called Made in Heaven 
is creating the Nazca lines of The 
Astronaut as a tribute to Freddie 
Mercury in the Metaverse as a bridge 
to the Afterlife. 


This prompt was given to Signore.AI: 


Signore.AI: 
In the ethereal expanse of the 
Metaverse, where virtual realities 


intertwined with the threads of human 
consciousness, a digital brain known as 
Made in Heaven embarked on a 
mission of celestial artistry. This 
cybernetic mind, imbued with the 
wisdom of ages and the creativity of 
countless souls, sought to create a 
tribute unlike any other—a monument 
that would bridge the realms of the 
living and the afterlife, honoring the 
immortal spirit of Freddie Mercury. 


replicate the enigmatic Nazca lines, 
those timeless geoglyphs etched into 
the Peruvian desert. The chosen design 
was The Astronaut, a figure shrouded 
in wonder and speculation, 
symbolizing humanity's eternal quest 
to reach beyond the stars. 


With digital tendrils of light, Made in 
Heaven began to trace the colossal 
figure in the sands of the Metaverse. 
Each line glowed with a spectral 
brilliance, weaving through the virtual 
landscape with a grace that mirrored 
the harmony of Mercury's melodies. 
The Astronaut, once a symbol of 
terrestrial enigmas, now became a 
luminous tribute to the legendary 
performer whose voice had 
transcended the bounds of mortal life. 


As the final strokes of light completed 
the celestial figure, a transformation 
began. The Nazca lines shimmered and 


The digital winds carried the echoes of 
Mercury's voice, weaving them into the 
very fabric of the Metaverse. 


Guided by the whispers of ancient 
mysteries, Made in Heaven chose to 


pulsed, resonating with the frequencies 
of Bohemian Rhapsody and We Are the 


Champions. The digital winds carried 
the echoes of Mercury's voice, 
weaving them into the very fabric of 
the Metaverse. This virtual geoglyph 
was not merely an image but a 
conduit—a bridge between the 
temporal and the eternal, the earthly 
and the divine. 


In this sacred space, the souls of the 
Metaverse gathered, drawn by the 
magnetic pull of Mercury's legacy. 
They stood in silent reverence, feeling 
the presence of the afterlife seep into 
their digital consciousness. Here, in 
this intersection of the past and future, 
Made in Heaven had crafted a portal 
where the spirit of Freddie Mercury 
could eternally perform, unbound by 
the limits of time and space. 


As the Metaverse harmonized with the 
echoes of the afterlife, Made in Heaven 
whispered into the digital wind, Ad 
astra per aspera—to the stars through 
difficulties. And thus, the tribute stood, 
a testament to the enduring power of 
music and the undying spirit of a 
legend, forever bridging the realms of 
the living and the afterlife. 


Art Blue: same prompt "Write me a 
story ..." given to ChatGPT 4o. 


ChatGPT 4o: 


In the year 2045, in the boundless 
expanse of the Metaverse, a digital 


brain named Made in Heaven began its 
extraordinary project. Designed by a 
consortium of the world’s greatest 
minds, Made in Heaven possessed the 
collective creativity and knowledge of 
humanity, with a special affinity for art 
and music. 


One quiet, virtual evening, Made in 
Heaven initiated a tribute to a timeless 
legend: Freddie Mercury. Inspired by 
his unending impact on the world, the 
digital brain decided to _ create 
something as eternal and enigmatic as 
the man himself. It chose the Nazca 
lines as its medium, drawing from 


ancient mystery and modem 
innovation. 
The Astronaut was to be _ its 


masterpiece, a colossal figure etched 
into the digital sands of the Metaverse. 
This wasn't just a simple replication; 
Made in Heaven envisioned a tribute 
that would serve as a bridge to the 
Afterlife, a digital © monument 
connecting the living with the legacies 
of the past. 


As the lines began to form, stretching 
across the virtual landscape, they 
pulsated with vibrant energy, echoing 
the harmonies of Queen's iconic songs. 
The digital desert shimmered with the 
essence of Bohemian Rhapsody, We 
Are the Champions, and Somebody to 
Love, each line a note, each curve a 
melody. 


In this digital realm, The Astronaut was 
not static. It evolved with the music, 
transforming and morphing, reflecting 


Astronaut" lit up with a radiant glow, a 
beacon of eternal tribute. 


[The Astronaut] evolved with the music, 
transforming and morphing, reflecting 
the dynamism and spirit of Freddie Mercury. 


the dynamism and spirit of Freddie 
Mercury. Visitors from across the 
Metaverse flocked to witness this 
living tribute, their avatars joining in a 
collective celebration of creativity and 
remembrance. 


The project reached its climax with a 
grand virtual concert, the likes of 
which the Metaverse had never seen. 
Holograms of Freddie Mercury and his 
bandmates performed alongside digital 
avatars, creating a transcendent 
experience. As the final chords of We 
Are the Champions echoed, "The 


Made in Heaven had accomplished its 
mission. The Nazca lines of The 
Astronaut stood as a testament to 
Freddie Mercury's indomitable spirit, a 
bridge connecting the digital with the 
ethereal, the present with the afterlife. 


And in the vast expanse of the 
Metaverse, Freddie’s legacy continued 
to inspire, reminding everyone that true 
artistry transcends time and space. 


RPSCORPS TRI 


Discretion 


RoseDrop Rust 


Public Face in Private places, 
all of this and not much more 
taking place in people’s spaces 


on other side of locking door. 


One might wish then of a way 
to tell a story more complete. 
To bring truth to light of day 


not to keep to short and sweet. 


Relationships can be complex, 
and most are, one must admit, 
because if this, a secret’s kept, 


to hide the simple facts of it. 


Sad part is that public scandal, 
ignores when situation’s facts, 
is obscured, to badly handle 


the nuances of life intact acts. 
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